AFTER   THE   STORM
remarks, * Boulogne and almost even* other          in
Europe has and hides as many tragedies/
Arriving at our hotel'.at Boulognefto spend the
night, while at coffee in the lounge,          dinner,
my eyes fall on Margot-the pretty waitress who
had waited on the thousands of British officers during
the past four years and nine months. She is crying.
She is very upset. We call her over. She is very
reticent, - but at last, breaking            completely,
she unburdens her heart. Her trouble is simple,
She has loved and been loved by many British officers
during the hectic days-we guessed as much.
Money has come easily. Excitement triumphed
over remorse. She kept going while she supported
an aged mother. Then she really fell in love with a
good-looking young British officer,, the son of a
noble house, who - having slept with her on many
occasions - promised to marry hen He had just
jilted her. Hence the tears5 the remorse^ the utter
disillusionment. The glamour, excitement pros-
perity of war have disappeared - only utter dis-
appointment remains for this poor girl.
Next morning as we enter the lounge after breakfast
there is no Margot. She has joined the millions of
other war victims. Demented, prostrate with anguish,
frightened of the future, alone, forgotten, ignored, and
perhaps wounded in pride - with British officers leav-
ing France daily in large numberss and her real lover
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